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is the inseparable companion of the ugly
vice that you praise, you have had it always.
It became you well when you tempered it
with frankness, heart, and imagination.
Now . . . You have beautiful black hair
and a beautiful blue cashmere shawl, and
you are amiable when you wish. Say that
I do not spoil you!

There was once a dervish who seemed to
a baker to be a saint. The baker promised
to give him white bread as long as he lived.
The dervish was enchanted. After a period
the baker said to him : " We have agreed on
brown bread, haven't we ? I have excellent
brown bread, it is my specialty." The der-
vish replied: "I have more brown bread
than I can eat; but . .. ." I must tell you
that I am spending my nights re-reading my
works, which are being reprinted. I find
them very immoral, and sometimes stupid.
I must diminish the immorality and the
stupidity without giving myself too much
trouble. I say good-by to you, and kiss
your hands humbly.ch you will
